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not what he was to say. In the heat of invention, being quite
immersed in present difficulties, I had forgotten the necessity of
each understanding what and where he was to speak; nor, in the
midst of our bustling preparations, had it once occurred to the
rest; each believing he could easily enact a hero, easily so speak
and bear himself, as became the personage into whose world I had
transplanted him. They all stood wonderstruck, asking : What
was to come first ? I alone, having previously got ready Tan-
cred's part, entered solus on the scene, and began reciting some
verses of the epic. But as the passage soon changed into nar-
rative, and I, while speaking, was at once transformed into a
third party, and the bold Grodfredo when his turn came would not
venture forth, I was at last obliged to take leave of my spectators
under peals of laughter; a disaster which cut me to the heart.
Thus had our undertaking proved abortive; but the company still
kept their places, still wishing to see something. All of us were
dressed; I screwed my courage up, and determined, foul or fair,
to give them David and Goliath. Some of my companions had
before this helped me to exhibit the puppet-play; all of them
had often seen it: we shared the characters among us; each
promised to do his best; and one small grinning urchin painted
a black beard upon his chin, and undertook, if any lacuna should
occur, to fill it up with drollery as Harlequin; an arrangement
to which, as contradicting the solemnity of the piece, I did not
consent without extreme reluctance; and I vowed within myself,
that, if once delivered out of this perplexity, I would think long
and well before risking the exhibition of another piece."
chapter VTH.
mariana, overpowered with sleep, leaned upon her lover, who
clasped her close to Mm, and proceeded in his narrative, while
the old damsel prudently sipped up the remainder of the wine.
" The embarrassment," he said, "into which, along with my
companions, I Tiad fallen, by attempting to act a play that did
not anywhere exist, was soon forgotten. My passion for repre-
senting each romance I read, each story that was told me, would
not yield before the most unmanageable materials. I felt con-
vinced that whatever gave delight in narrative must produce a
far deeper impression when exhibited: I wanted to have every*

